478                         "HELEN'S TOWER."                        [i86i
On the summit of this hill I have built an old-world tower which I have called after my mother " Helen's Tower."
In it I have placed on a golden tablet the birthday verses which my mother wrote to me on the day I came of age, and I have spared no pains in beautifying it with all imaginable devices. In fact my tower is a little " Palace of Art." Beneath is a rough outline of its form and situation.
Now there is only one thing wanting to make it a perfect little gem of architecture and decoration and that is "a voice" It is now ten years since it was built and all that time it has stood silent. Yet if he chose there is one person in the world able to endow it with this priceless gift, and by sending me some little short distich for it to crown it for ever with a glory it cannot otherwise obtain, and render it a memorial of the personal friendship which its builder felt for the great poet of our age.
Yours ever, DUFFERIN.
In answer my father sent the following lines, and annotated, as below, the words  "recurring  Paradise":
Helen's Tower.
Helen's Tower, here I stand, Dominant over sea and land. Son's love built me and I hold Mother's love engrav'n in gold. Love is in and out of time, I am mortal stone and lime. Would my granite girth were strong As either love to last as long! I should wear my crown entire To and thro' the Doomsday fire, And be found of angel eyes In earth's recurring  Paradise \
1 The fancy of some poets and theologians that Paradise is to be the renovated earth, as, I dare say, you know.
The death of the Prince Consort in December my